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ODES, Obioinal Aim Translated ; with oth^ 
Poems. 16mo, pp. Tiii and 120. 58 1823) 

This is a presentation copy from the author to F. I 
B. Reaston, whose boosplate it contains. f 

The verses of the anonymous author are not with- J 
out merit. I quote one pleasing little piece : — 
Thi Innocent Thxft. 

iTo Paphos, as Venus, one bright summer morDiog, 
In her gay car of pearl, by soft Zephyr was borne, 

Her flowerets she found, her loved island adorning) 
Bose, lUy, and heliotrope, faded or torn. 

{ *< Who, Cupid," she cried, "has thus dared to assail them, 
/ What impious mortal has spumed my command ? " 
j — " No mortal, fair Queen~*twonld but little avail them, 
) It was thine own Oupid—they fell by his hand. i 

I ** 1 took from the rose-bud its dsep-blushing colour 

To tinge the pale cheek of my Myrrha so fair— \ 

Her breath from the cinnamon borrowed its odour, I 

And the rays of the heliotrope beam from her hair. { 

; "The violet and harebell, their azure imparting, ! 

^ Bestowed on her eyes a more delicate blue : ^ 

i From the lily its whiteness I stole, and, departing, | 

j I Just touched her brow, and th^n hastened to you. > 

I oThen banish all anger, thy bosom consuming ; 
\ For thou canst restore to them all that they've lost 
J From thine own lovely features, e'en then but too blooming, 
And yet leave my fair her stolen beauties to boast." 



\ J 



yV' 



'r 



Digitized by Google 



Digitized by Google 



/szu 






ODES, 



ETC. ETC. 



Digitized by Google 



Digitized by Google 



L 

ODES, 

J 



ORIGINAL AND TRANSLATED. 



WITH 



OTHER POEMS. 



iStti Tgf^vmia. 






LONDON: 



PRINTED BY J. MOYES, OREVILLE STREET. 



1823. 

mi 



Digtlized by Google 



TflSNBWTOBX 

511176B 



Digitized by Google 



PREFACE. 



The partiality of several friends, who, upon 
perusal of many of the fbUowing Poems^ were 
anxious to obtain copies of them, has at length 
induced the Author to commit them to the 
press, solely for private and anonymous circu- 
lation; and he hopes on that account they 
will be regarded with that kindness and lenity 
of which he is well aware their errors stand so 
much in need. 

London, September 27, 1823. 
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STANZAS. 



I. 

As the tired pilgrim views with slumbering eye 
Green shady vales, pure springs, and rising tow^ ; 
So dream I of the joys of Poesy, 
Of Pindus' fountains, and Parnassus' bowers ; 
And if I seek to cull Iftr humblest flowers, 
And o'er my brow entwine the graceful wreath, 
Tis more to while away life's tedious hours. 
And smooth the path that leads us on to death. 
Than court ephemeral praise, or Fame's as fleeting 
breath. 
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2 STANZAS. 

11. 

Some love to ^ide Ambition's glittering car. 
And seek, 'mid fields of blood, a dread renown ; 
With some life's purest pleasures riches mar ; 
Whilst others sink beneath the regal crown. 
On me, oh ! rather let stern Fortune frown, 
Since happiness is oft the poor man's lot; 
Be rather mine the robe of russet brown 
Than regal purple ; rather mine the cot 
Where Peace and Plenty smile — thrice dear, 
thrice hallowed spot ! 

III. 
There lone, yet happy, with some chosen fair. 
Beloved and loving, from the world retired — 
Free from Ambition's blighted hopes, the care 
Of titled wealth, so much by youth admired — 
Oh ! be it mine to live ! — I ask not, fired 
With love of fame, aught save the power divine 
Of soothing verse — enough to have aspired 
To Heaven's best gift, to guard the Muses' shrine, 
And round their sacred fane the votive garland twine. 
July, 1833. 
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ODE- 

SUGGESTED BY THE CORONATION OF 

HIS PRESENT MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY, 
July \mhy 1821. 



SouM D the wild harp's loudest strain — 

Love demands not now the song. 
Spur the steed, and loose the rein — 

Bid him swiftly sweep along. 
Nor rock, nor mountain-torrent's force, 
Mu&t check the winged charger's whirlwind course. 
Upborne aloft in fields of air, 
Tia his no wonted flight to dare; 
No common cause, no common deed, 
b that which now demands the heaven -hora 
courser's speed. 



4 ON THE CORONATION OF 

But where is he, the Northern Bard ? 
Why sleep his lyre and lute ? 
Where he of memory, he alike of hope. 
Who sung ? Why too are mute 
Those strains that once were heard 
• Of Teian music 'mid green Erin's bowers ? 
Why sleeps that giant son of song, whose scope 
Not Nature's self can bound ? 
Why is the laureate harp too found 
Unwreathed with choicest flowers ? 
All — all are hushed — breathes no respondent tone, 
But leaves the fearful task to me, and me alone. 

Come then, my Lyre ! obey the call. 
No longer pendent on the cypress bough ; 
I ask not plaintive measures now. 

Be thine to sing a rival empire's fall ; 
Tell how a bold usurper dared. 
With flag unfurled and falchion bared, 
Spread o'er a prostrate world his tyrant sway. 
Come then, my Lyre ! away I away ! 



HIS MAJESTY GEOROE IV. 6 

The fadeless laurel shall thy chords enwreath. 
For thou miist sing of war and death ; 
How heroes rushed to fight and die, 
And saw from every blow flash fame and victory. 

Such the scene when Gallic bands 
Swept o'er Spain's wide-wasted lands ; 
High their victor eagle bearing, 
Vengeance in their dark eye wearing — 
Vengeance lit on Egypt's plain, 
And smouldering but to blaze in Spain ; 
There the clouds of battle met. 
There the sun of Gallia set ; 
Not like Sol in ocean's flood, 
But in one vast sea of blood. 

Calm amid the raging strife, 
Nor shunning death, nor spurning life, 
Like a rock that braves the storm, 
Wellesley ! stood thy warrior form ! 
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6 ON THE CORONATION OF 

Twas thine their torrent-bourse to check. 

Tear Slavery's yoke fipom Freedom's nedc ; 

And joined with Valour's patriot might. 

Turn the poised fortune of the fight. 

Red Vittoria's field was thine, 

Badaios' black bursting mine. 

Salamanca too can tell, 

How around thee myriads fell — 

Heroes of no trivial worth, 

But such as claim from Valour's sons their bhtb. 

And next for Russia's realms of snow^ 
(Ah ! reckless of the weightier woe 
They soon must feel !) Gaul's myriad band» 
Impatient quit her flowery lands ; 
And urged at mad Ambition's call 
To plant their flag on Moscow's wall. 
With heedless fury roll along — 
One vast| extended, countless throng. 
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HIS BIAJE8TY GEOROE IV. 

In vain wild wastes aroubd tkem spread. 
Danger in Tain, with fearful tsetA, 
Attends their steps. Boldly they braye 
The tempest's storm, the tonenf s waye, 
While their apostate leader^s name 
Senres but t' excite fresh hopes of fame. 

Oh ! worthy they a better cause. 
Ambition's slaye and Freedom's foe. 
Had they for safety struck the blow, 
Or liberty, as Greece has done, 

They then had claimed the world's applause, 
Or pity, as they lost or won. 
But neither now is theirs, nor praise, 

Nor pity. In a distant land 
(BUghted young Glory's budding bays,) 

They fell, what time the patriot brand 
Enwrapt proud Moscow's walls in fire. 
And Gallia saw her hopes expire — 
What time in Leipsic's tented field, 
Twas hers to Blvchbr's arms to yields 
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8 ON THE CORONATION OF 

Or seek in devastating flight 
Brief refuge from so sad a fight. 

Backward driven, the hireling crew. 

Minions of their despot lord, 
Soon to Paris* walls withdrew — 

Despair and shame their sole reward. 
Nor long delayed each various chief." 
Gallia their swift approach beheld with grief; 
In each commingling band she read her fate — 
Russia's wrath, Britannia's hate ; 
And both concentred in an injured world. 

" Spare me," she cried — " accept the offered 
pledge." 
And she was spared — the crimsoned flags were 
furled, 

Nor more was seen the falchion's threatening edge : 
Peace once again her bough of olive. waved 
O'er fields by valour won, conquered, but not en- 
slaved. 
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HIS MAJESTY GEORGE IT. 9 

But where the pledge ? — say^ where is He — 
He whose proud ambitious soul 

Disdained a rival lord to see. 
And bade him brook no weak control ? 
Banished from his wide domain. 
O'er Elba's solitary isle to reign ; 
For pitying Europe scorned his life to take — 
Enough the magic spell to break ; 
Enough to show how fickle Fortune's gale — 

How short the course that Tyranny must run ; 
And though success may chance a while prevail. 

It wanes ere scarce is seen its noontide sun ; 
And he, to-day bright Fortune's favourite child, 
Owns — e'en to-morrow owns, how falsely she hath 
smiled. 

Hark ! I hear the sound of war ! — 
Smokes through the field Bellona's car! — 
No ; 'tis only Fancy's dreams- 
Borne on her transporting beam 
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10 ON THE COKONATION OF 

Sudden to my shuddetiog sighti 
On Crec/s plain a victor anny stands, 
While distant far in flight are seen Gaul's van- 
quished bands. 
Spirits of yore, who battled there ! 

The flower of England's chivalry 1 
Hear, C(£0R-de-Lion ! grant a minstrel's prayer ! 

Hear, all who nobly dared to die ! 
Bid my verse with valour glow, 
Bright as the glorious deeds ye dared below ! — 
^is Britain's Monarch that demands the strain. 
Nor let the chords be swept in vain. 

Thou, too, who, o'er Ocean's tide, 
A conqueror to our island came — 

The son of Fortune, as her pride — 
The glory of the Norman name ! 
And thou, the founder of the ancient pile. 
The fretted dome, the long-extended aisle, 
Where many a British king has erst been crowned! 
And ye, who in the hallowed ground 
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Repose, the guari 
Breathe o'er the sol 

The pomp and pi 

The glow of levity y 

But age will check 

Monarch, the contx 

God. 

Thy Sire, then io 
While at the altar k 

Meekly confessec 
And from his head 
A deed that shone 
A deed of purer, m 
In this, that while { 
Subservient Flatter 
He felt himself a m 

And rose superic 
For as the air with 

In solemn silenc 
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12 ON THE CORONATION OF 

While gazing myriads blessed th' auspicious day. 
That stamped the sacred seal of Heaven-acknow- 
ledged sway. 

Hence afar that day is fled ; 
Memory scarce the scene can trace ; 
Time moves on with rapid pace — 
And what is man's ephemeral hour ? 
That Sire now sleeps among the dead ; — 
Yet though he, alas ! is gone, 
Still his glories deck his son — 
Still, still a George upholds the sovereign power. 

Foremost to protect and save — 
The friend, the champion of the brave, 

He shielded e'en a rival nation's lord, 
A royal exile from his native land, 

That crouched beneath a despot's sword, 
What time upon the Gallic strand 
Again Napoleon's eagles flew — 
What time again a factious crew. 
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HIS MAJESTY GEORGE IV. 13 

Sons of rapine and of wrong, 
Like a torrent deep and strong, 
Uprooted all that Peace bad built — 
Blood — Valour's blood, again was spilt. 
Proud France again compelled to yield, 
And Freedom dawned afresh from Waterloo's red 
field. 

See ! there, in his chair of state, 

Circled by the good and great, 
Britain's sceptred Monarch placed ; 

In whom concentrated are met. 
And with the worth of either graced, 

The lines of Stuart and Plantagenet — 
Yes ; noble as his noble Sire, 

He joys to see around him stand. 
With looks of love and eyes of fire. 

The guardians of his native land — 
That land, which, while around was spread 
Destructive war, utiUurt, upreared bar starry bead. 
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14 ON THE CORONATION OF 

Soft let the strain be now, 

And sweeter flowerets twine ; 
Say, where is she that once, with smiling brow, 

Was proudly wont to shine. 
And grace a royal court? 
Of Fate and Fortune now the sport. 

Though offspring of a sceptred line, 
Oppression treads her down. 
Oh ! if she must not share the crown, 
At least let dark oblivion spread 
Her veil in pity o*er her head ! 
Britain, what Pity asks let Mercy grant 
Oppression's crew far hence avaunt! 
Away with yon deriding smile ! 
Oppression ill befits the brave of Freedom's isle. 

A name may pass away, 

As ages onward move ; 
E'en so may hers decay, 

But not the memory of maternal love ; 
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FoT daughters yet unboni shall read and weep. 
And thou, celestial spirit, who look^st down 

With anxious gaze on Britain b varying acenc — 
Thou bom l' expect, but not to wear, her crown — 

Thou who, bad Fate but spared, hadst been her 
Queen I 
Oh ! |ive one look upon thy natal isle 1 
For dear to those on earth an angel-dpirit's smile. 
Yes — from thy throne on high^ • 

Look down I look down I — it is a mother's sigh I 

And, Princess, she was one to thee, 
That Rome or Athens had been prottd t* have owoM* 
Oh ! had ahe as a consort such been found. 

From dark suspicion fair and free. 
Chaste as th' unblushing babe that wakes from sleep, 
Pure as the mountain -stream her course of life 1 — 
" Not e'en Suspicion's gale must dare taint Ceesar*a 
wife.'' 

Fair breaks the morn o'er blithe Augusta's tow'^r 
Gilding with orient ray each glittering spire ; 
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And as the car of Day upmounts still higher. 
And leads along the rosy-finger*d Hours, 
How forth from all around the nation pours! 

Here the proud charger, with his eye of fire — 

There the gay chariot with its rich attire, 

Bearing some bright '' star of the higher 
powers ;'* 

And here again, commingling with the crowd. 
Some veteran soldier shouts his Sovereign's 
name ; 

Free as the proudest of the titled proud, 
Rich in the glory of a warrior's fame. 

He feels how blest his country's envied lot. 

And spurns that land, though fair, where Liberty 
is not. 

And see, where white with Afric's snowy plume. 
Yon waving train, interminably long. 

Moves slowly onwards. Scarce, methinks, there's 
room 
For half the numbers of that myriad throng; 
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Yet on they come 
dtrong — 
Prince, primate, peer, 
Victors by land or s 
Gay with each gem wil 
And all that pride c; 
afford. 

But most the object of 
Conscious of power, 

Unbiassed guardian of 
Slow to condemn wl 

And ready to forgive, 
Britannia's Monarch 

Beams o'er his brow ai 

Compassion, Heaven-1: 

Let the swelling org 

Let the vaulted roof 

Wide spread the splen 
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18 ON THE CORONATION OF 

Snch as when ent our Second Richard reigned. 

Or when on Crecy*8 plain fresh lanrels gained 

The Warrior of the Sable Plume. 

Ye Lairds from distant Scotia, come! 
Let southern fields by northern chiefs be prest — 

Bow to Britain's King the knee, 

The homage due of fealty. 

And ye from Cambria's mountain tracts 

Nurse of the Tock*born cataract, 

(No more a Tudor*s sway you owd) — 

Crown — the fiiJl purpliDg goblet crowa, 
And drain it to your Monarch's health. 

Sons of the Emerald Isle, arise! 
Erin, cease awhile to weep I 

Wellesley to the rescue flies — 
Glory*s brigheat meed to reap : 

And shall the sous of Erin fail 

The Soyereign of their isle to hail? 
He asks no glittering heaps of wealth — 




HIB MAJESTY OEOROE IV. 19 

Thy kwra, thy faith, his pvoudett priie. 
Sods of the Emerald Isle, then haste, obey! — arise! 

Andy En^and, thou my country, Europe's hope. 

Alike the patriot's and the poet's dieme-r^ 
Oh 1 could I give my fondest wishes scope, 
Thou shouldst not fade like beaul/s siiauner 
dream — 
For fade thy glories must 
Carthage and Sparta lie in dust : 
And such, my country — such must be thy fate. 

Or soon, or l^ta : 
Yet will thy story live, like theirs, in stag. 

lliou standest on thy pinnacle of fame 
And power : 'twill fail— but, oh ! may tkey be wrong 

Who seek to dull the splendpiur of thy name. 
And say, e'en now thou tottevest to thy fall! 
No — while thou liVst bmieath a Brunswick's 
sway — 
While yet a Brunswick thou thy King may'st call — 



Digitized by Google 



20 ON THE CORONATION OF 

Bright— 'bright shall beam thy sun's meridian ray. 
Though all around thee fall, and fade like mist away. 

And thou, my Sovereign, (England's polar star, 

That points the port of safety and of fame,) 
Who, when the storms of danger loured from far. 

Still show'dst serene, hast ever showed the same ; 
And when, with weak, unsteady hand. 

The pilot steered the helm of state, 
" Be firm — be steady," was thy sole conmiand. 

And England rose as ever great. 
Rebellion hides her fiendish head. 
The clouds of anarchy are fled. 
And scarce the atheist dares apply 
The words of " fate and destiny," 

Yet not in war and arms alone, 

Tlie first rays of tliy glory shone ; 

But Painting, Sculpture^ Poesy, 

Their warmest patron found in thee. 
And every liberal art aronnd was widely spread. 
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And may thy reign, or short or long, 
Be still in conscious virtue strong ; 
While Glory for thy brow enweaves 
The Delphian laurel's fadeless leaves. 
And Pleasure, with her fairest flowers. 
Strews thy smooth path, gilds thy brief hours. 

And shortens half life's weary pilgrimage ! 
And at the hour that all must know. 
To which prince, peasant, peer, alike must bow — 
Free from the pangs that rive a tyrant's breast — 
May'st thou sink down in peace to lastmg rest. 

And find thy name inscribed on Heaven's eternal 
page! 

July %d, 1821. 
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VfRlTTEir ON A VIEW FROM VICAR^S HILL, LEWISHAM^ 



Agaiv, my Lyre, prepare thy string! 

Great Nature's beauteous self I sing! 

The verdant mead, the silver rill. 

The distant landscape's wood-crown'd hill - 

All — all around, so fair and free. 

Demands the lyre of Poesy. 

Then come, but with no song of woe ; 

Thine be no cypress garland now — 

No blood-stained laurel thine, but sweet 

And fair thy flowery wreath — and meet 
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To crown the smiliog brow of Pleasure. 
It has been thine to brings relief, 
When sad was heard the sigh of grief. 
In many a softly-soothmg measure : 
It has been thme to sing of love, 
All other earthly joys above — 
Of Heaven's bright stars — of Ocean's waves — 
The wars of freemen and of slaves — 
The sword, the shield, the spear : 
Thou too hast told of many a tale 
Of fairies jin the midnight vale. 
Or voices borne along the gale, 

To charm youth's listening ear : — 
But now, nor war, nor fairy song, 

Wild melody affisrd; 
Far other powers to thee belong — 
Then bid the sounds be full and strong, 

And strike a livelier chord. 
A trace to love — a truce to war — 
For thine is now earth's verdant car. 
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24 ON A VIEW FROM 

Thou, too. Goddess of the skies. 
Robed in Iria' thousand dies — 
Fancy, hither bend thy way — 
All thy various charms display ! 
Oh ! grant me thine all-powerful aid I 
Yes — fly me not, celestial maid! 
But, hovering o'er each shady dell, 
By streamlet's bank, or hermit's cell — 
O'er all, enchanting Goddess, throw 
A brighter ray — a wanner glow ; 
And like the moon's chaste beam, I wean. 
Scorch not, but only gild the soeqe. 

See ! where, opening on the view, 
First 'mid the scene, and nearest too, 
(The chequer'd landscape's fairest flower,) 
Yon humble Church's modest tower. 
No proud exulting spire is there — 
No sculpture wrought with curious care ; 
But, like Religion's self, the fane 
Arises unadorned and plain. 
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Bosom'd in embowering trees, 
It stands, which, waving to the breeze. 
Lull the rook's young brood to rest. 
Cradled in their wind-rocked nest ; 
They, unconsdous of the fate 
Which theis first short flight may wait. 
Soon as e'en-tide's shadows close. 
Careless seek their soft repose. 
Till the morning's orient ray 
Tempt them to the neighbouring spray, 
Heedless, not yet taught to shun 
The terrors of the schoolboy's gun. 
Who, on them his skill to try. 
Levels o'er the tub^ his eye — 
Half-afraid, devoid of breath, 
Sudden sends the leaden death. 
And, as they flutter on the ground, 
Joys to show the well-aimed wound ; 
While the bell of death around 
Flings its hollow, solemn sound, 
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And seems to say» ** Learn henoe, fond man, 
" How brief — how fmU, life's little span ! " 
Yes — he, like you, pooir birds ! must know 
Young Hope's bright joy *^ Despair's dark woe ; 
Condemned, like you, perchance to see 
The hours alcme of infancy ; 
Or, haply, if Heaven's secret will 
Awhile avert the threatened ill. 
It serves but to enhance the more 

That bauble, life ; yet still we strive, 
As do the shipwrecked, 'mid the roar 

Of Ocean's dashing waves, to live. 

There, n<Mr distant, by its side, 
Mark yon murmuring streamlet glide. 
Rippled by the passing gale. 
See it wander through the vale. 
Many a soft meander there 
Laves its banks with flowerets fair. 
There the purple hyacinth glows — 
There the pale-eyed primrose blows — 
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There the violet, from the ground 
Spreads a grateful perfume round. 

Farther now extend the view. 
Where, 'mid yon ethereal blue, 
Greenwich shows her distant dome. 
There the seaman finds a home — 
There, remote from Ocean^s roar, 
Talk they their past battles o'er ; 
Pleased their high exploits to tell -*- 
How they conquered — where they fell; 
To gaping landsmen proud explain 
The terrors of the billowy main ; 
Or deep the foaming tankard quaff, 
And crack the joke, and raise the laugh. 

Tell me why in distant plains, 
Where fell Discord ever teigns 
Tell me why, on Egypt's sands^ 
Russia's snows, or India's strands. 



Digitized by Google 



28 ON A VIEW FROM 

Albion's sons each danger brave — 
Stem the Ocean's surging wave — 
Why — collected, firm, and strong — 
Bold her squadrons roll along,. 
And in the chill arms of Death 
Seek frail Glory's hard-earned wreath ? 
Tis because, should chance the wound 
Stretch them on the blood-stained ground, 
Well they know, if Death but spare. 

Theirs will be content and ease ; 
And, free from toil and free from care. 

Their future days be past in peace. 

Record of a grateful land, 
Long may thy proud pillars stand! 
Record of a generous clime, 
Heed not thou the scythe of Time I. 
Time will pass unhurtliil by 
A nation's generosity. 
At thy foot, in conscious pride, 
Thames rolls on his bark-deck'd tide — 
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Many a freighted vessel he 
Ushers to a distant sea — 
Many a freighted vessel bears, 
To where her spires Augusta rears. 

Tom we now where yonder Heath 
Trees and mansions gay enwreath; 
Yon green slopes, with fnrze o'ergrown. 
Many a deed o£ blood have known. 
There contending armies clashed — 
Lightnings from their falchions flashed ; 
There, with wild-flowers o'er his head. 
Sleeps there many a warrior dead; 
And though hillocks tell it not. 
Still tradition marks the spot. 
Regal pride, with haughty tread. 
Its gorgeous pomp hath there too spread. (^) 

Now again revert the eye. 
Welcome, gay Variety ! 
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Thrice, ever welcome, faivy Queen, 
Clothing in smiles each sylvsm scene ! 
Sweet artist ! who, with touch so sUgfat^ 
Now robed in gloom, and now in light. 
Dost o'er the changeful landscape spread 
Each varying tint of sun and shade. 
And Summer, Autumn^ Winter, Spring, 
Around thy magic influeace flbg ; 
Now clouds obscure the sky, and now. 
All fled, one vast cerulean show; 
Now straight — now winds the ripplmg rill - 
Here grassy vale, here wooded hill — > 
And here thy favourite spot, &ir Queen, 
In mingled beauty, all are seen — 
Hill, rill, vale, clouded, cloudless sky — 
Then welcome, gay Variety ! 

Where yon lowly cottage shows. 
White as Boreas' drifted snows. 
Oh, 'tis said, in times of yore. 
Paced the Nuns' slow Vestal choir. 
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As, at earliest break of day. 

To the church they hymn'd thek way. 

Nothing now the spot may teU, 

Save yon aU-surviving well, 

To whose fount of healing power, 

Deck'd with many a spell-bound flower. 

Conscious of its holy fame, 

Oft the white*Fobed sisters came ; 

Simply neat their snooded hair. 

While from th' ivory neck so fair. 

Nor in gold nor silver set, 

Hung the cross and amulet. 

Happy they, removed afar, 
Whence or Rapine roUs his car. 
Or whence mad Ambition speeds. 
With headlong force and furious steeds — 
Monster, which, though ne'er so small 
At first, (like the snow's Alpine ball. 
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The fearful avalanche) rolls on, 

Increasing still in size and force, 
Nor deep ravine, nor craggy stone, 

Avails to check its whirlwind course. 
Till, rock, and wood, and torrent past, 
It bursts from oversize at last. 
Neither pole retards his flight — 
Heaven itself scarce checks his might; 
Whilst his either outstretched hand 
The east and western world command. 
Blest, yea, doubly blest their lot — 
Forgetting all — by all forgot ; 
Every sweet, and every joy — 
Joys that fade, and sweets that cloy ; 
Save but those of social tie — 
Mutual love and amity. 

^Bove yon distant wood so still, 
Rises " Oak of Honour Hill.'' 






VICAR'S HILL, LEWISHAM. 33 

There, in times now past, was seen, 
Pacing o'er the verdant greeny 
Purpled o'er with scentless heath, 
England's " Good Elizabeth."- 
Oh ! were but hapless Mary's wrong, 
Poor Scotland's Queen, unknown to song ! 
The '* Maiden Sovereign " then bad shone 
Ifnsullied on her rival throne. 
Centred there, a myriad band. 
Lords and Courtiers took their stand. 
Wondering gazed the gaudy show 
O'er Augusta's towers below. 
And with no unheedful eyes 
Saw her countless domes arise. 
Essex, not *^ the favourite" then, 
Viewed them from a neighbouring glen, 
Heard their music in the gale. 
As it swept athwart the vale — 
Heard, but with no gracious ear ; 
For he, though Royalty was near, 
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Felt how much his mistress joyed 
Thus t' insult his wounded pride. 
All those days of mirth are fled. 
Numbered only with the dead, 
Now are they whose splendour then 
Sought the' insane applause of men ; 
Whether on the' tented plain 
Glitter'd bright the victor train, 
Or if naval glory gave 
The vessel bounding o'er the wave. 

Hark ! what sounds are those from far. 
Echoing through the morning air ? 
Tis the Beagle's joyous note. 
Pealing from his tuneful throat. 
O'er the vale the hunters sweep — 
Swim the river — climb the steep. 
They nor danger see, nor heed ; 
Nought restrains the courser's speed. 
See ! in vain sly Renard flies — 
Soon o'erta'en, the captive dies. 
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Others of less geowous pridcr 
By the river's verdant. 8i4ey , 
Silent take their humble stand. 
The light reed trembling in their hand» 
Or athwart the alder'd nook. 
Skilful throw the feather'd hook ; 
While across the dewy mead. 
Plodding on with heavy tread. 
Blithe the whistling ploughboy goes. 
As his heart with joy o'erflows* 
Joy nor wealth nor beauty brills — 
Joy that seldom waits on kings—" 
Health and sweet content are his. 
Monarchsl what your boasted Uiss"^ 
Honours, titles, flatteffy'& wrteth — 
Can they avert the dart of Death? 

Such the scene, till Phoebus hx 
Westward rolls his flaming car, 
And on Thetis* heaving breast 
Softly slumbering, sinks to vest. 
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Then amid the gloom of night 
Shows his sister's borrowed light. 
As her chariot's silver beam 
Dances on the rippling stream ; 
While beneath yon elms' broad shade, 
Wanders, 'chancei some love-lorn maid, 
And to the surrounding air 
In whispers breathes her secret prayer. 
On her absent lover calls, 
Yet surveys the echoing walls, 
Fearful lest the sacred word 
By some rival ear be heard — 
Fearful^ as across the grass 
Swift the fleeting shadows pass, 
Lest some other wanderer there 
View her wild and mournful air. 
Which, as her footsteps slowly move. 
Too truly tells her tale of Love. 

Or amid the solemn gloom 
O'er Dermodt's early tomb. 
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Pensive leans, and with a sigh 
Thinks on frail Mortality ; 
Learns how in life's brightest hour 
Withered Genius' fairest flower ; 
Reads the lines engraven there. 
And obedient drops a tear. 
Happy Bard I thrice happy now ! — 
Short though was thy date below — 
(like the meteor's flash it passed, 
Too fair, and, oh I too bright to last) — 
Though Envy smiled and Fortune frowned, 
Yet hath Fame thy temples bound 
With a wreath that long shall bloom. 
Fadeless, o'er the Poet's tomb. 

Ifoy, 1820. 
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■ I." 
Hail I source df every jby ' 
Mankind oh earth caii feel ! 
Thou dear protector of the flowers of life I 
Thou comest, ahd'tiit^ steel 
No more beams to destroy — 
No more are heard the jarring sounds of strife - 
No more the mother sees her son 
Dragged from foriSx her quiet cot. 
To prove in distant climes a soldier's lot, 
And, as the golden sands of youth run on, 
To prop some tyrant's tottering throne, 



Digitized by Google 



ODE TO PEACE. 39 

Wasting 'mid scenes of Uood th6se precious hours 
Whicli else, 'neath hb own bowers. 
In love or healthful labour had gone by; 
Whilst a maternal eye 

Hiad marked with honest joy the transient flush 
That graced the fair one's cheek — a maiden's virgin 
blush. 

II. 

Thou, Mars, stem God of War, 

And thouy through fields of blood 
That driv'st along thy gore-encrimsoned steeds 

In unrelenting mood, 
Bellona, hear! Thy car 
That courts destruction— the loud shout that speeds 
From chief to chief, and band to band, 

Pealing through the lengthened lines — 

The glittering banner that so gaily shines — 
The blazing sword that decks the warrior's hand, 
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^Bove all the dying shriek — 
These — these are scenes that glad thy maddening 
soul, 
For they the waste of war bespeak ; 
And who may dare control 
What thou, at Fate's command, around hast 
spread? 
Contention fills each breast, 
And proud Ambition, o'er the heaped-up dead. 
At distance eyes his throne, and shaken his 
towering crest. 

III. 
Ah I little dost thou know 
(Who, by thy stem decree. 
Dost urge on myriads to destruction's brink — 
The young, the gay, the free,) 
What bitter draughts of woe . 
And saddest misery they are doomed to drink. 
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Some fall beneath the cruel 8teel» 

Falchion's edge, or arrow's barb ; 
Some the dire fate of wasting famine feel. 

Their limbs scarce covered by their tattered garb; 
Half hid in ice and frozen snow 
Others like monuments of marble stand — 
The nerveless hand. 
The stiffened knee, their aid refuse. 
And who can choose 
But feel the tear of pity dim his eye ? 
Useless, not heedless, steps each veteran by ; 
Yet vain the soldier's tear — 
Next step they too may share. 
Pitied themselves, their pitied comrades' fate — 
Left, in the long, long night, cold, fame, death 
to await. 

IV. 

O'er every beast that treads 
The forest's wide expanse — 
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O'er every bird that spreads 
His feathery pinions in the reakns of air, 

Or fish whose bright scales glance 
In ocean — ^ Neptune's care — 
O'er these, to Man free rule is given, 

To love or hate, preserve or slay — 

To make the dog his guard, the wolf his prey — 
Such, and so boundless, was the. gift of Heaven. 
Deep in the boar the spear is driven, 
The barbed shaft checks the towering eagle's speedy 
And the light bending reed, 
Or sweeping net, the finny tribe destroy, 
Wherewith mankind may cloy 
Proud Luxury's palate, or obey the- call 
Of Hunger, Labour's child, what time eve's shadows 
fall. 



V. 



But 'twas nol Heaven's decree 
(Mercy and Love forbade) 
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That man should lord it o'er his feUowHrnan, 
And see him captive mttde, 

Chartered by Nature fittee. 
The fiurest featute of her gl(»iims plan. 
But thouy Ambition, it watf than, 

That^ with widfe extended Jiaiid; 

Wouldst sway alone the* s^ptre of command. 
And bid all oatioitt at thy footal^bl bow — 
Thou gazest from thy throne, and, lol 
. Another distant empirexdurts thine arms; 
And, oh! has power such charms, - 
So dazzling,.as to hide fiNnn Pity's eye 
(When the poor orphan's cry 
Draws from its foant the widened mother^f tear) 
The 'bursting sigh of gnef that wails the soUUer'a 
bier? 

iVI. 

Yet, deem not, mighty lord. 
That ever thus thy pow^r 



Digitized by Google 



44 ODE TO PEACE. 

Will standy as now, unshaken and secure — - 
Dark clouds already lower. 
Urged on by one accord, 
Slow, cautious — in their purpose firm, (and sure 
That he who strikes for liberty 
Has half obtained the boon he seeks), 
The silent crowd th' approaching storm bespeaks. 
And Freedom — Freedom is the startling cry 
That peals along the breeze. Thine eye 
Sees in each friend, if such thou hast, a foe. 
The long-expected blow. 
Awhile delayed, a double horror giyes; 
For yet Hope's taper lives. 
To gild, perchance, but not dispel the gloom — 
To show, but not to shield thee from, thy fated 
doom. 

VII. 

Heardst thou yon shout? No more 
Usurpmg Tyranny 
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Rules suppliant nations with his iron rod. 
TliiB joyful tidings fly 
O'er land and sea — his reign is o'er. 

No " storied bust'' is his — one turfy sod 

Rests on his head — one willow weeps 
Above his tomb — and one rude rock 
Seems, as it were, his by-gone power to. mod . 

And, oh ! is such the humble spot where sleeps 

The once so mighty ? Envy heaps . 

Her pile of accusations on his name, 

And the loud trump of Fame 

Proclaims his foibles — vices; while the prayer 

Of those once young and fair — 

Now widowed, childless, old — upon his h^ad 

Invokes Heaven's deepest curse — and wide that 
curse is spread. 

. vni. 

These, the false joys that wait 
Around Ambition's path — 
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These, the accursed baubles, which to gain, 
Man scorns Heaven's threatened matht 
Defies the bolts of Fate, 
And grapples with the tenors of the main. 
For though aronnd the. Tyrant beam . 
The rays of power— * though wealth . 
Be his, it gives nor youth nor health; 
And though, at distance, to the eye they seem 
All-tempting, like the moor-fire's gleam, 
They are but fleeting, un«ibstantial things. 
E'en as the flower that springs < , 

'Up with the morning dew, and fades as soon. 
And is it for a boon 

"^o frail — so perishing — man throws aside 
NHope, pity, friendship, love — to grasp at power 
and pride ? 

IX. 

If so, from me be far 
Ambition's careful crown — 
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Be mine the sweeter scenes of Peace to boast — * 
Be mine for aye to own 
Glad Ceres' loaded car— • 

And wine, not war, the jovial toast ; 

While darkly o'er my silver l^ad, 
The purple vine, in tracery light. 
Shall wed the elm — a glorious sight — 

And o'er her arms its blushing clusters spread f 

The olive too shall rear its head, 

And the red sword the crooked sickle prove — 

The spear a ploughshare move. 

And tend t' increase, not thin the sons of men. 

Love's whispers shall again 

Sigh through the groves, as wont, in vows of truth. 

Peace gilds the hours of Age — Love gilds the hours- 
of Youth. 

X. 

There are whose glowing verse 
Disdains such humbler themes 
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As Peace and Plenty, and the Rural GroTes. 
Some sing Hope's golden dreams ; 
In measures strong and terse 

Some bitter Satire suits — celestial Loves 

Breathe fix)m Anacreon's flowery lyre — 
Some to Fiction's regions soar, 
Buoyant upon a sea that knows no shore. 

To loftier themes let others' song aspire = — 

Be mine to join the gentler choir ; 

For though at eve the thrilling nightingale 

Delights, yet from the vale, 

Tlie little linnet oft will catch the ear. 

With notes, though faint, yet clear — 

So, 'chance, when, others' bolder songs may cease, 

Not all unheard shall be the Bard that sings of 
Peace. 

March ^Othy 18«3. 
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MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS, 



A TBAJTBLATIOV TROM THE LATUT. 



Queen. Unhand meytraitonl 

Am I not Mary Stuart } 

Nebii's Dramaiie Poems, 
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CARMEN LATINUM 

IN COMITIIS MAXIMIS RECITATUM. 



A.D. 1821. 



MARIA SCOTORUM REGINA. 

Olim^ ut yetustis condita turribus 
Gentis furores et procerum dolos 
Regina plorabat, Leveni* 
Ceeruleas speculata lymphas^ 

Admurmurantis vix sonitum lacus^ 
Blandique voces eetheris, audiit, 
Sed murmur undarum querela, 
Et gemitu superavit auree 

* Loch Leven. 
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Erst, hid 'mid towers of many an age, 
Gazing where Leven's blue waves poured, 

A Queen her people's maddening rage, 
Nor less her nobles' wiles, deplored. 

Scarce heard she the lake's murmuring sound. 

Or whispers of the genial air ; 
O'ercame the waves her grief profound. 

The sighing breeze, her deep despair. 
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MoUes susurros : sub tremula face 
Lunee supinas flebiliter manus 
Protendit ad ripas virentes. 
Ad siluas, propriumque regnum : 

Qualis, latebris vimineee domus 
Inclmil kmi^f^ ip^vel Q^estiwn, 
Tranquilla libertatis arva 
Suspicienst taclt^^ palumbes, 

Captiva^ noctia tenrita seiimii&, 
Quietis horas excubib dedk, 
MedFore o^Btefl^letts iHimi 

DedecQS opprebrittmque teire&p 

Gtens uMotentia pleBa'Kcentiee, 
Non au&picatid viFilMi8» &»peft 
Sc^tarumque et si^suetesr honoyes 
Legilimse. DomiBflB negacat : 
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Kneeling, in tears, widi uptiug'd band^ 
Whilst shone with trembling torch the m^on, 

She turned her to the verdant straiid, 
And woods, and kingdom^ once her own. 

As, in its wicker cage confined. 
The dove laments Uie rostic^s wile — 

Gazing, with sad though sflent mind, 
O'er meadows blessed with Ffeedom's smile ; 

So she in rigils sought relief-^ 

Poor captive! scared flight's dreams to tnace. 
Contemplating, in useless grief. 

Her country's stigmatised disgrace* 

By force, a nalkm, swoU'n with pride. 
To their liege Queen — ill-fated day ! — 

Had, with its 'customed rights, denied 
The sceptre of imperial sway : 
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Donee juventee fleret inutiles 
Annos remoti carceris incola, 
£t tristis optaret beatee 
Sacra domi solitosque ritas ; 

Qptaret boras leetitiee breves 
Feracis inter dulcia GalUee 
Vineta, dilectas ad oras 
Longum animo repetente cursum ; 

Felix ! sub umbra pampinea modo 
Yitam innocentem duceret immemor 
Splendoris^ et curee soluta 
Preeteritos revocaret annos ; 

Qua forte sertis comta rubentibus, 
Inter choreas prima sodalium, 
Permitteret ventis timores, 
Implacidos animi tyrannos. 
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While she had useless wept her years 

Of youth, a prisoner for removed. 
And sought in hope, 'mid floods of tears, 

Her happy cot and scenes beloved — 

Had hoped again Joy's bright, brief hours, 

'Mid fertile Gallia's vineyards gay, 
Her mind retracing to those shores 

So dear, her journey far away. 

Happy, beneath her vine, she there 

A life of innocence had led ; 
And, free from splendour — free from care. 

Had called to mind years long since fled. 

First in the dance of her compeers. 

Her hair with purpling wreaths confined, 

Had trusted to the winds her fears. 
Obdurate tyrants of the mind. 
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Vernantis »vi in Hmiae floreo 
Risere primnm gaudia : sed brevi 
Siaeera pnBtagttm talerunt 
Sortit amaritiem futurea : 

Ergo his Voluptas rara sifentibm 
Lusus amoenos iastituit locis, 
Dum nigra singulta flrequenld 
Atria pecvonuere luctas; 

Ille* et, latronom victima, deftdt. 
Qui rite lento eannine feryidos^ 
Ut ante, leniret doloies 
ItaMcee lldibns camoen^. 

Ecquis putaret nubila luridi 
Velasse cesli tarn nitidiim diem, 
Floremve tarn pulchrum juYaitee 
Flebile preenpuisse letum? 

* Rizzio. 
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In her first flowery spring of youth, 
Joy's smiles around her loved to play ; 

But soon they brought, foretold with truth, 
The sorrows of a future day. 

Hence, in these silent dungeons, brief 
Was Pleasure — rare her joyous sport; 

While the sad, firequent sigh of grief 
Resounded through each glocMny court. 

The victim of a ruffian train, 

Absent was he* whose song might soothe. 
As wont, her every grief and pain. 

In soft Italiaii measures smooth. 



Who would have thought such dark clouds had 

E'er veiled in glooin so bright a day. 
Or youth's fair flower, in beauty clad, . 

So dark a death had snatched away? 

• David llizzio. 
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Hymen coroUam texerat uvidam 
Non imbre verno sed lacrymis, rosee 
Myrtoque conjungens odoree 
Funeribus sociam cupressum. 

fiffireena noctis numina turbidee, 
Sedere venti ; triste silentium 
Utnbreeque sopitas ia undas 
Incubuere, vice pericla 

Primum eestuosee cum mulier retro 
Tentavit, udis luminibus tuens 
Clivos recedentes, et arcta 
Nave procul repetenda regna : 

Ostendit undantem Oceanum jubar 
Redux diei ; littora Gallise 
Linquenda moverunt amoris 
Soliclti resides querelas. 
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Hymen the garland just had wove. 

Not moist with vernal showers, but tears — 

With myrtle joined the rose of love. 
And cypress that o'ershades our biers. 

Sad silence reigned — the winds did sleep. 
Unbridled lords of night's black storm — 

The dark clouds brooded o'er the deep, 
When she first, danger's varying form, 

^er billowy course retracing, tried ; 

And now her tear-dimm'd eye she 'd strain 
Tow'rds each receding hill's green side, 

And kingdoms she must seek again. 

Sol's beam showed Ocean's swelling wave, 

The herald of returning day; 
And Gallia's shores she now must leave, 

Gave her hushed griefs to love a prey. 
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Demens amorem gentis inhospitee 
Speravity ires prodita ciyium ; 
Sed dura qucerenti negarunt 
Saxa Caledonise salutem : 

At xx)ii secundos reddidit exitus 
Fortnna belli ; militis impetu 
Non profuit tanti coronam 
£t soliam reparare avitum : 

Ergo vetusti te laiis exukip, 
Maria, cui sors debita mitior, 
Nutus tyrannorum fagayit 
Torrificus patriis ab oris ; 

Te nempe, frandes nectere fraudibus 
Edocta, Miens iiisidiis soror, 
UtcuDque regali decora 
Nomine, virgineoque festu, 
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To an infuriate mob betrayed. 

Madly she lu^d a nation's lo?e. 
Inhospitable clime ! no aid 

To her did Soothmd't hard rocks pro?e. 

Her batdes met tmt Fortune's frown. 

Successless; and the power of war 
Availed not to preserve her crown. 

Or her so ancient throne repair. 

Hence, Mary, exiled from iixy home— 

Ohl wor&y less severe a lot — 
A dreaded tyraatbade thee roam 

Far from ditne dd, paternal spot 

For, skilled to weave the web of fraud. 

Thee deep ensnared a msHeat Queen, 
When, of her lojal title {ffowd, 

And boastful of her viirgb mien. 
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Perjura foedus rupit et hospiti 
Sacrique amoris, scilicet iovidens, 
Ritu puellarum, juventee 

Foemineos teneree triumphos. 

O nata suavi voce adamantina 
MoUire regam pectora, doq levis 
Querela suspirans amorem. 
Nod lacrymse tetigere mentem 

Crudelem Elisje ? non nivece manus 
Nudumque collum, et labra trementia» 
Nod verba moverunt suprema 
Sanguinei sceleris ministrum ? 

Cur non potestas regia profuit ? 
Ilia, ilia seeva destituit vice 
Te fata lugentem, gravesque 
Principium amicitias perosam. 
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Love's sacred pledge she broke, forsvfom, 
And Friendship's — envious (as we know 

Are girls) that beauty should adorn 
The triumphs of her youthful foe. 

Oh ! born the adamantine breast 

Of kings with soothing voice to prove, 

Could nor thy plaintive love confessed. 
Nor tears, Eliia's pity move, 

Too cruel ? — nor thy snowy hand. 

Bared neck, and lips with tremulous breath. 

Avert the blood-inscribed command — 
Nor thy last parting words of death? 

Why helped thee not the Regal power? 

That — that did leave thee too, in turn, 
To weep misfortune's fated hour. 

And Princes' friendships false to spurn. 
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Quo viveires? cum sacrilegee manus 
Signa ilia, quamvis parva, supeifois 
Regalis antiqaamque sedem 
Sustulerant fecUi ruina ; 

Quin ante tempus canitiem dolor 
later capillos sparserat aureos, 
Rosasque marcontes genarum 
Perdiderat tadtumus angor. 

Vos, quee ten^s compede an^bili, 
Vultiis decori blandkiee, semel 
Formosa mirantem labella 
£t ratili radios ocelli, 

O quam doloso lumine yictimam, 
Jucusda amantem vincula, ducitis 
In firaudis ambages, triumphum 
Perfacilem iuriis daturee ; 



V 
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How shouldst thou live? when impious hands, 
Each smallest mark of royal sway — 

Nay, e'en thine ancient throne and lands, 
In easy ruin swept away .- 

Grief, too, immixed before their time 

Thy golden locks with aged white; 
And silent pain thy cheeks' young prime 

Destroyed and paled their roses bright. 

Ye charms, that hold by Love fast bound 
Whoever on beauty once may gaze — 

Admire the lip so red — so round, 
And tlie bright eye's resplendent rays. 

Oh ! with how false a light ye lure 

Your victim, pleased with bonds so gay, 

To fraud's dark mazes, and secure 
To his worst foes an easy prey ! 

F 
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66 IIAWA SCOTORUM BEGINA* 

Ncdtton toweosinter eV^mulas 
Form€& aorofefii iiidwniM quibus 
Per cordadAftcAwtur ignes, 
Spargitis invidk^ vefimmm. 

Regam S6d<im nonievDlabiles 
Durantper^wttiosi; lnvaHd« silent 
liteSy^^tttemit^aiescant 
CompotttsetenebriB «q>ulcri : 

At oon-fietibuntisic mtenunres doli 
Prisci quenehe^ d«m pia floreis 
Sertis h^noratam Mabi£ 
. Ftogeiiies.4ec0rrinturnam. 
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67 



Nor less, 'mong friends and sisters fair^ 
Jealous of charms that each may own -^ 

Breasts that the fiercest flames may tear, 
The' empoisoned cup of envy crown« 

But not e'en regal ire can lour 
Perennial o'er the victim's doom ; — -^ 

Invalid Strife's contending power 
Commingled in the silent tomb. 

Not so the lamp of Sorrow's shrine, 

Mindful of old deceit, will burn. 
But many a pious age entivine 

The flower-wove wreath round Mary's urn ! 




greek; song. 

SAID to HAVE BEEN WRITTEN BY A MODERlSl 
GB^EEK POET^ 



Those isles (^Greece -.-those isles of Greece ! '* 

Bt&on^ 



Haste^ Sons of Greece, arise, arise ! 

Of sires whose names grace History's page — 
Haste where Parnassus courts the skies» 

Thy country's proudest heritage ! 
For, whether thine be war or peace, 
The Muse is still the friend of Greece. 
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GREEK SONG. 

CHORUS. 

Then, warriors, ^ght^ 

And raise a light. 

Since ignorance, in darkest night, 

Entombs the foes of Greece ! 

Greece claims again her ancient fame — 
Warriors ! to grant her prayer be thine. 

Go, far and wide extend her name — 
Rebuild fair wisdom's prostrate shrine ; 

For it is she alone can throw 

Bright Victory's beams o'er Valour's brow. 

My country, dearest, best beloved, 
How proudly once uptowered thy head 

O'er nations distant far removed ! 
What miseries now around are spread ! 

Destructive Ignorance' sable cloud 

Enwraps thee in her darkest shroud. 
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70 GREEK SONG. 

But banish fear— fresh courttge seek — 
For thou hast been the inotheif Earth 

Of many a wisdom-loving Greek; 
And, Hellas; nbbk'st iii thy birth^ 

Though long thdu*^knbwn misfortune's night. 

Fair dawns afresh an age of light. 

Still LearnSfifg's letteiredi fanes are thine. 
And still, too, Wisdom's ludd^n iS(tores, 

Bright — bright as in their zefnith shine; 
And Glory's beam around thee pours 

Immortanig:ht^ w!iilst nione but feel .' 

In Valour's cause the wannest zeaL 

Wouldst thou the source of ^science gdn? 

Haste, youths of Greece — go, bound away. 
O'er waste and Wave — o'er mount and main I 

For Science brooks no dull delay ; 
But chief luxurious banquets spurn, 
And Hellas' torch again may burn» 



GREEK SONG. 71 

Strangers and citizens alike 

Shall laud thy merits to the skies — 
With zealous warmih the lyre shall strike — 

E'en thme ancesfml bliades shall rise — 
Andy banished dark Miifortutie's veil, 
Thy brighter hopes' ^xritinghail ! 

Virgins, that love the ehoral song! 

Oht how each word ftoihf joy inspires — 
How, speeding to ray soul along, 

Each sound renews her waaing fires ! 
Women of Greece! with accents fair, 
In chonn join your country's prayer. 

But see — fcnr Hellas' shores again. 
What new -^ What bemiteous, dazzling beam 

Bursts siiddeiiibtth firoin Fortune's fane. 
And shall it provef 'a summer dream ? 

No — flashes oh my eager sight, 

A new, hope-breathing, world of light ! 



1 



72 GREEK SONG. 



Corcyra's sons, the sea that sail -»— 

Sons of Epirus' silver rills — 
Of Delphos' grove — and Tempers *vale — 1 

And Macedonia's sun-lit hills — ♦] 

Spartans and Thebans, hand in hand, ^j 

For ever live — a brother band ! 

Thy temples, theatres, arise; 

Musea, gardens, porticoes, 
And Prytanea, reach the skies ; 

Each its peculiar gift bestows, 
Till wisdom, pleasure, profit joined. 
Gild, whilst they teach, th' unlightened mind. 

Melpomene, with buskined tread 

And blood-stained sword, awhile may roam 

Through Greece, and round her pity spread ; 
But soon shall gay Thalia come, 

And, throwing off her present mask, 

Sweet smiles of joy again shall ask. 



GREEK SONG. 
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Homer ! the Muses' — Graces' bard 1 
Oh ! bid th* unconquered heroes' praise 

In thine own lofty verse be heard ! 
Thou, Pindar, in Olympic lays. 

Resound the godlike victor's name, 

And crown him with immortal fame. 

And thou, Timotheus, bid thy Muse 
To marble forms give warmth divine — 

Wisdom's or Valour's breath infuse ; 
For the mind's passions all are thine. 

Oh ! bid them list thy magic strain, 

And leap to light and life again ! 

Here — here again I ^oon shall see 

Strangers whose shores old Ocean parts. 

Yes — they again to Greece shall flee. 
And rouse again the dormant arts — 

Bid Painting reassume her throne, 

And other young Apelles own. 




74 GREEK SONG. 

The choicest pfts from either pole, 
Peru's alike, or India's strand. 

O'er Ocean's waves to us shall roll, 
Andy quitting each* its native land, 

Peruvian mine, or Indian cell. 

In Muse-enchanted Greece shall dwell. 

O Wisdom ! — every Poet's theme — 
Rich source of all that's good and fair. 

Yet slave to every evil dream — 

Build high tliy splendid throne in air, 

And let it shine for ever more, 

A beacon-blaze, o'er Hellas' shore ! 

CHORUS. 

Then, warriors, fight, 
And spread a light, that, beaming bright, 
May still bid Ignorance' darkest night 
Enshroud the foes of Greece ! 

Feb, nth, 1823. 



FRAOM EiKT' OF AN ODE 
FROM THE GREEK PWtTBACCHYLIDBS. 



Daughter of Heayen! iUustiJous Peace 
Gives to mankind k<^t clibicedt'Stores, 
And o'er the sacr^ altar pours 
Sweet Music's ever-soothing strain ; 
A heifer to the gods is slain, 

Nor absent from the feast the sheep's soft woolly 
fleece. 

Then Youth's bold exercise is seen — 
Contend the wrestlers on the green — 
Then is the Lute's sweet art displayed^ 
And Revelry imparts her aid ; 
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Whilst rapid o'er the glowing woof 
The spindle's shade is seen to move, 
And in their sockets quickly abound, 
With splendid iron fenced around. 
The pointed spear is thrown aside — 
The sword, the warrior's boasted pride, 
From his loved hand at length must part — 
No more the trumpet's brazen sound 
Destroys the sweets of calm repose — 
No more the soldier's swelling heart 
Loves 'mid the battle to be found — 
While, o'er the board vrith goblets crowned. 
The frequent song of Youth and Beauty glowi$r 

June, 1816. 
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LINES ON STONEHENGE. 



GxoAKTic pillars of colossal stone. 

That rear 'mid Sarom's plain your desert throne, 

And darkly frowning with terrific brow 

O'er the wide waste in lonely grandeur show! 

Here^ with 'fond lingering eye, the traveller sees 

Nor Doria's triglyph — ^ nor look'si itiezB — 

No polished shafts of scaliitured marble rise, 

Such as are s^en beneatli: Itidiiuirskies, 

But rQugh and rude, ai^itR^y who placed them here, 

Th' unchiseUed^blocks tliei^ craggy^lroBts uprear. 

Year after jretu" hath fled, and >ag^'^B agey 

In close baltalia^ crowded History's page ; 

And jnany< achabge hath'o!er. the peopled earth 

Spread, far and wide, a feirer^ happier birth, 



80 LINES ON STONEHENGE. 

Since first, (fanatic zeal,) one common hand — 
One common cause, fulfilFd the high command, 
And bade the ponderous pile, in awful state, 
Proudly uprise, and scorn the shafts of Fate ! 
Yet, though stern Fate hath failed, and still we see 
Thy pillars tower in lonely majesty — 
Time — and what cannot Time ? — hath round thy head 
The murky gloom of dark Conjecture spread. 
Which, like the storm-cloud's flash, a meteor lights 
Shrouds but each object in still deeper night — 
Serves but to throw ** a mockery lustre" o'er. 
And leave them darker than they were before. 
Say — was it thine to aid, the Briton's sword. 
Inspiring terror e'en to Rome's fierce lord ; 
Or,. 'chance th- efiect of Merlin's magic power. 
Ere; Roman; eagles waved oh Britain's shore — 
Ere Roman vessels rode an unknown tide. 
Or British chiefs for home and freedom died ? 
There are who deem that blue-eyed Saxons bade 
Thy pillared circle thus the air invade,. 



LINES ON STONEHENGE. 81 

To tell the fiiture soas of Earlli wh^e re«t 
The wamor-forms that once its sarfac^ pvcased ; 
And many a knoll around of yerdaDt green 
Point where the combats of those days have beetv. 
Others, and gifted with poetic mmd — 
Souls bjr BO cornmon bounds of thought confined — 
Have deesied thast Superstition here hath heM 
Her open court, and here her aealets kneekd — 
Raised ih Andales' nauie the hymu and prayer. 
Ere yet the day-star breathed i4)s freshening air, 
What time the Bmid, crowned wilh oaken wreath, 
Stained thecurvedstone, and sealed the vicim's death. 
Bright bursting here on Fancy's visiofied gaae 
Are seen the ftided rttes of by-gone days — 
Here, with slow step, die wfaite-robed priest appears, 
WiUi hallowed hand the golden ohaltce rears — 
Lights with funereal torch the heaped-up pyre, 
And wakes with mystic words the slumbering fire. 
Soon as hath beamed yon orb that gilds the night 
Her sixth fair crescent on th' expectant sight, 

G 



82 LINES ON STONEHENGE. 

In long procession, through the dubious gloom 
And shadowy grove, the Druid elders come, 
And, graced with choral song and bardic lay, 
Lead to the sacred fane their long array. 
And now, behold the captive victim bound 
With fetters, panting on the blood-stained ground ; 
In vain to heaven he lifts his pleading eyes — 
In vain alike his looks -*— his prayers — his sighs. 
Till, the sad rites performed, the fatal steel 
In mercy strikes, aijid checks his last appeal. 
But Superstition's days of blood are o*er. 
And human victims stain her rites no more — 
No more fanatic zeal and bigot pride 
Religion's meeker, milder gifts deride — 
A humble path with pilgrim foot is trod. 
And prayer — not blood — delights the Christian's 
God. 

April ^Qth, 18Sd. 
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THE WATERS OF CHELTENHAM. 



A GLOOM, as of some secret woe, 
O'erspread my Chloe's once gay brow, 

While on her faded cheek 
The rose no longer could I spy — 
Livid her lips, and dull her eye ; 

She strove in vain to speak. 
" Cupid," I anxious cried, " oh, hear ! 
Receive a lover's suppliant prayer. 

Nor let him ask in vain. 
Go — seek thy mother — bid her send 
Health's roseate form, the sick man's friend. 

Then shall my Fair again 




84 ON THE CHELTENHAM WATERS. 

*' Bloom bright in all her wonted charms ; 
And I, secure from Love*s alarms. 

To thee the bowl will crown. 
Thy name shall echo, far and wide, 
And every clime, and every tide, 

Thy victor power shall own." 

The boy-god heard •^ away he flew^ 
To where, 'mid heaven's ethereal blae. 

The Cyprian goddess sate. 
There, too, and by her side, be found 
The god whose arm with t&undeiiDf sontid 

Directs the boite of Fate; 
'' What, Cupid, bidft yiou hidief haste ?** 
The goddess cried. '< Why tknft so ftnt? 

Is my Adonis dead?** 
** No, mother; thine Adonis hreB^ 
Yet thy dear CUoe scarce survives — 

Her every charm is fled. 



QN SUE CHEIiT^IHAM WATERS. 85 

'< Then let thy doves thy ohaiiot bear^ 
And fly OBicapid wings to where 

Health holds her flowery seat; 
Let them with her to Ghioie fly — 
Retinge her cheek, relight her eye, 

And bid disease retreat." 

'< Haste ye, my doves/' she said, ** then g^. 
Take, Cupid, for thy wlup thy bow — 

For lash, its silken ^tniig. 
Then banish all distrustful gloom, 
For Cliloe's charms again shall btoom 

^ Iti all the smiles of Spring/'' ^^ 

And first the dore-drawo chariot flies 
To where Montpeliier*i groves arise : 

No Hebe there they flud. 
And next where Ammon's fountain played i 
'Mid Libya'it sands devoid of ihadu 

And flowers of every kind* 
To Lucca, Spa, and Pyrmont oejct^ 
Tillt with the ^uUless search perpleied^ 



86 ON THE CHELTENHAM WATERS. 

All sad, they home returned. 
" Go," Venus cried, " to Northern shores — 
Go where Britannia's ocean roars —- 

Let not that isle be spumed. 

'' Amid that people, strong and brave, 
Flows there no tepid, healing wave — 

No ^sculapian spring. 
With medicinal earths imbued, 
By which restored, ih* impoverished blood 

Fresh health and bloom may^ bring?*' 
Inspired by Hope, and led by Love, 
With double speed flew either dove, 

Nor ceased their course to run. 
Till they arrived, where, far and wide 
O'erflowing showed, Apollo's pride — 

" The waters of the Sun*." 



* Bath was called by the Romans " Aquae Calidae*' 
and *^ Aquae Sol is :** the latter seems to have been most 
in use. 
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Alike to Scarborough they flew, 

Yet Healthy e'en there, was absent too — . 

She no where could be seen ; 
Beauty, and Grace, and Youth, were there — 
The brightest — fairest of the fair. 

But not Health's buxom mien. 

Tunbridge and Leamington they sought 
For health in vain ; with pleasure fraught. 

But not with health they flowed. 
At length, at Cheltenham's fount they found 
Young Health, as wont, with flowerets crowned, 

Who on her cheek bestowed 
A brighter tint than ever lives 
E'en on the rose Damascus * gives. 

Or that which transient plays. 
While fainter and more faint it glows 
(As day-light just begins to close) 

Around Sol's setting rays. 

* The rose of Damascus is noted for the brightness of 
its colour. 
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ON THE CHELT©r«AM WATOKS. 



O'erjoyed, the goddess cried, " Let here 
Young Health re»de, nor Beauty fear 

The languor of a day." 
And ever since that time she 's been 
The guardian of that favoured scene. 

To drive disease away : 
And Beauty there but seldom goes,. 
But Youth's young rose-bud brighter glows^ 

And Health renew'd appears. 
Such may its virtues long remain. 
To free the old from grief and pain. 

And calm the virgin's fears ! 



April, 1820. 



ANACREONTIC. 



FROM THE FRENCH. 



Defer not, Love, my happiness — 

But, oh, be mine — no more to part ! 
Lost time 's an error all confess. 

And pleasure Wisdom's choicest art. 
Dost fear that I would kiss and tell ? — 

What means that dark, stern look of pride ? - 
No — Love has taught me all too well. 

And o'er my lips his kerchief tied. 

June, 1823. 
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ON THE 



DEATH OF A BRITISH OFFICER 

WHO FELL AT WATERLOO. 



I. 

He's gone from where lately he shone in the dance. 
To oppose by his prowess the forces of France. 
Yes — called from the bowers of Beauty and Love, 
'Mid scenes of confusion and carnage to move. 



11. 

The trumpets resound — from the maid of his heart, 
By Liberty summon*d, behold him depart! 
One long — last farewell, and he hurries away. 
For the « Spirit of Battle" but ill brooks delay. 



ON THE DEATH OF A BRITISH OFFICER. 91 

III. 
'Mid the bravest he fought — of the bravest the 

pride — 
'Mid the foremost he fell — 'mid the foremost he 

died; 
Though set life's last sunbeam, yet bright o'er his 

grave 
The floweret, " Forget-me-not," ever shall wave. 

IV. 

And shouldst thou e'er wbh, lonely virgin, to weep 
Where the ashes of Valour and Virtue now sleep, 
Go, ask where the boldest of charges was made — 
Go, ask where the boldest of chieftains was laid. 

V. 
For there, gentle maiden, his grave may be seen — 
Though once dyed with gore, 'tis now verdant and 

green. 
No stone marks the spot, nor his glories may tell — 
Suffice it, for Freedom and Britain he fell ! 



92 ON THE DEATH OF A BRHISH OEFICEIL 

VI. 
Bat dme» by Love planted, thegceen iaiirel thiows 
A shade o*er the turf where his relics repose. 
Tvead soft, passing stranger ! oh, soft be thy tread, 
And light lie the motild that encircles hishead ! 

1820. 
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THE SHADE OF ANACREON. 



I. 

Thou, spirit of the Tewa band. 

Leave for a while thy drear domain — 

Such gentle strains as erst were heard 
On Graia's shore^ ak^ tOifiid agiia! 

II. 

Oh, haste and bring thine airy lyre, 

Which oft hath sung bright Beauty *s smile - 

Haste, and with sweetest notes aspire 
To sing the fail of Albioa's isle. 

III. 
Britannia's dearest treasure sin^ — 
Come then, obey the sweet command. 
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THE SHADE OF ANACREON. 



Why thus bewilder'd sounds thy string? 
Why falters thus thy feeble hand ? 

IV. 

Thus, calling on Anacreon's shade — 
Invoking thus his lyric art — 

Methought this sweet excuse it made, 
With joy I graved it on my heart : — 



^* The beauties of Achaia's shore 
I deemed were Venus' choicest care; 

But never was I called before 
To sing of virgins half so fair. 

" This — this alone enchains my hand — 
This renders faint my harp's full string. 

The lovely fair of Albion's land^ 

I must not * — dare not — caimot sitig." 



TO MEMORY. 



Borne on Ocean's heaving breast, 
Mark yon stat^ly vessel sail — 

How, in floating canvas drest, 
Courts she every wanton gale ! 

II. 
Soft the prosperous breezes blow — 

Fast she makes the ivished-for shore, 
Glittering bright in splendid show — 

Rich with India's golden ore. 

III. 
Gently foams the swelling tide 
'Neath the gaily-gilded prow — 
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Pleased the joyous waves divide. 
Still behind no track they show. 

IV. 

Yet, at some far-distant day, 
Memory will the scene retrace — 

Mark the iranton breezes play — 
Hail the vessePs easy grace. 

▼. 
Buoyant thus, on life's broad stream, 

Man m all his beauty moves. 
Blest with sweet contentmest's beam — 

Blest with aH his bosom loves. 

VI. 

Swift each passing year rolls on, 
Still contentment glads his mind — 

Soon each passing year is gone — 
Gone — nor leaves a traek behind. 
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VII. 
Then, alike, fond Memory's powers 

Pleasures long since past review — 
Lead him back to Youth's bright hours, 

And each faded scene renew. 

April, 1820. 
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« THE IPHIGENIA OP MILAN.''* 



When Greece, of old, urged on by rival hate, 
O'er Troy's proud turrets poured the vengeful 
storm. 

Thou may'st have read — have virept the hapless fate 
That chilled in death thy namesake's virgin form. 



II. 
With grace, like thee, adorned, and beauty's bloom, 

She savir, unheedful, pass youth's fleeting hours, 
And wandered, reckless of her destined doom, 

'Mid Argive meadows and Love's roseate bowers. 

♦ See the Literary Gazette, No. 185. 
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III. 
She felly the victim of misguided zeal ; 

A parent's trembling frame overhung her bier ; 
And as each chieftain viewed the reeking steel. 

Burst from each chieftain's eye the pitying tear. 

IV. 

Oh, may thy fkte to hers fkr different provel 
And Since fkir Science gems for thee her crown, 

Cea^e not the page of ancient lore to love, 
But boldly claim Minerva's envied throne. 

V. 
Be, like Virginia, chaste — like Portia, brave. 

And grasp the laurels of no vulgar fame ; 
Fair flowerets then shall deck thine honoured grave. 

And Milan's matrons hail thy classic name. 

July^ 1820. 
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BOWLES AND BYRON CONTROVERSY, 



Ohce mad-headed Byron, of levity full. 

For a wine-Bowl made use of his ancestor's skull ; 

But his lordship has now, though deprived of the 

feast, 
An abundance of Bowles for a twelvemonth at least. 
Yet which is the hardest, the skull of his sire, 
Or his who to quarrel 'bout Pope would aspire, 
Is a matter of doubt, though from what he has said,* 
My lord's t seems to vie with his ancestor's head. 

• " rU play at bowls with the sun ond moon," 

f In withstanding the repeated attacLs uf Bowles, aad 
A whole host of cntJCR, monthly, weekly, and diurtiiiL 




THE INNOCENT THEFT. 



I. 

To Paphos, as Venus, one bright summer morning, 
In her gay car of pearl» by soft Zephyr was borne. 

Her flowerets she found, her loved island adorning, 
Rose, lily, and heliotrope, faded or torn. 

II. 

'^ Who, Cupid/' she cried, ** has thus dared to 
assail them — 
What impious mortal has spurned my command V* 
— " No mortal, fair Queen — 'twould but little avail 
them — 
It was thine own Cupid — they fell by his hand. 
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III. 
'^ I took from the rose-bud its deep-blushing colour. 

To tinge the pale cheek of my Myrrha so fair — « 
Her breath from the cinnamon borrowed its odour. 

And the rays of the heliotrope beam from her hair. 

IV. 

'' The violet and harebell, their azure imparting, 
Bestowed on her eyes a more delicate blue ; 

From the lily it^ whiteness I stole, and, departing, 
I just touched tier l)row, and then hastened to yoo. 

V. 

** Then banish all anger, thy bosom consuming ; 

For thou canst restore to then^ aU that they've lo^^ 
From thine own lovely features, e'en then but too 
blooming, 

An4 jet leave my fair her stolen beauties to bojast." 

1820. 
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THE ORIGIN OF THE DIMPLE. 



Sigilla io mento ioipressa Amoris digitulp 
Vestigio demonstrant mollitudineiii. 

AuLus Gellius. 
The seal imprinted by Love*s little hand 
The downy softness of the chin bespeaks. 

Anon. 



L 
One day, as Love's Queen was on Ida reclining, 

The soft god of sleep spread his opiate dew 
O'er her love-beaming eyes, and, a garland en- 
twining, 
Wreathed with it her hair, and as softly withdrew. 
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II. 

Nor long ere she dreamed that Adonis^ her lover, 
Impressed on her cheek the soul-conquering kiss — 

She dreamed that she saw his dark ringlets light 
hover 
Around his fair face, blushing beauty and bliss. 

III. 

Soon Cupid espied her so calmly reposing ; 

" Why sleep'st thou, my mother? Tis Cupid — 
oh, speak ! 
Bright Phoebus is set, and Night's curtains are 
closing — 
Awake !*' — and his finger imprinted her cheek. 

IV. 

'< Befits it a goddess, so fair and enchanting. 
On Earth's lowly couch among mortals to rest? 

The Moon curbs her steeds, for thy star is yet 
wanting, 
And Vesper awaits thee ta shine in the West/' 



THE ORIGIN OF THE DIMPLE. 105 

V. 

As soft as the peach-down, it sunk to the finger, 
And kept, like that fruit, the impression awhile. 

Till, unwilling to part, though forbidden to linger, 
It fled with her frown, but returned with her smile. 

VI. 

And hence, as 'tis said, a sweet dimple enhances 

The cheeks of our virgins, so soft and so fair — 
Adds charms to their smiles, and fresh fire to their 
glances, 
And shows the young god has been revelling 
there. 

JunCf 1819. 
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SONNET, 



WRITTEN AT DIEPPE. 



A Stranger traveller in a foreign land, 

How shall my Muse replume her ruffled wing ? 
A free-bom Briton on a despot strand — 

How shall she dare of home and freedom sing ? 
Yet, could she make one sacrifice, and fling 

Aside the veil of prejudice, what shore 
More fit to court the minstrel poetfs string, 

And bid it all its sweetest numbers pour, 
Than that of sunny Gallia ? Crystal rills 

Are hers, and flowery vales, and azure skies; 
Nor with unsparing hand around are spread 

Nature's superior gifts — love-laughing eyes 
And fairy forms, the mazy dance that thread. 

Gracing with sweet content her vine-clad hills. 

Jti/y, 1822. 



DITHYRAMBIC. 



TO BACCHUS. 



I. 

There are those who despise the sweet joys of the 

bowl — 
The pleasures of Bacchus, that Sun of the soul; 
For e'en as his ray warms the gem in the mine. 
So warms our cold bosoms the juice of the vine. 



II. 

Had the sweet bard of Teos thy presence disdained, 
The fame he now boasts he had never obtained ; 
Her mantle around him Oblivion had flung. 
Nor e'en our own Moobe had so charmingly sung. 
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III. 
Then bring me, boy — bring me the full-flowing 

bowl ; — * 

ril pledge thee, young Bacchus, thou Sun of the 

soul; 
For e'en as his ray lights the gem in the mine. 
So lights our dark bosoms the juice of the vine. 

1821. 
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ON QUITTING ENGLAND 



FOR THE FIRST TIME. 



I. 

Farewell, my Country, fare thee well! 

To other climes I go ; 
Yet there will still a secret spell 
Around me breathe, and sweetly tell 
Of hopes that used my bosom swell. 

And flutter o'er my brow. 

II. 

The evening sun sinks o'er the hill, 

And. faint its setting ray ; 
How many a grief my soul may fill— - 
How many a frost my feelings chill> 
Ere I again, by Fairbum's rill. 
Behold the orient day ! 
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ON FIRST QUITTING ENGLAND. 



III. 

Yet other climes to me will seem, 
Though mild their balmy air, 

At best but as a summer dream, 

Or chaste Diaoa s silvery beam, 

That dances od the mountain streaiu. 
As fleeting, though a a fair. 

And thou, dear maid, those charms go hide* 

That once so dazzling Bhooe ; 
Though tliou art now another's bride — 
Though 'twixt us rolls old Ocean's tide, 
And T in manhood's haughty pride. 
My heart m thine alone. 



There may be on Italians shore 
Maidens bs fair and free ; 
But can I there my griefs outpour, 
Or love as I ^avt lovedj before 
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Cold Prudence drew her dark veil o'er 
Fair youth — fond love — and thee ? 



VI. 



j6—i though false Envy may awhile 

Its baneful influence shed, 
Or, framed with eye and Up of guile, 
The fatal — the seductive wile — 
O'er me in death shall love's sweet smile 
Its brightest halo spreads 



^ 



JulyflS2t. 



THE PEQUOD INDIAN. 



Oh ! say what is Valour, and where does she dwell ? 
In the camp or the cave — in the city or cell ? 
She dwells with the savage, in Freedom's abode — 
With the Indian who roams through the wilds of 
Pequod. 



Though fierce, he is generous — though subtle, he*s 

brave — 
He knows not ambition — was never a slave; 
Content with his forest, his fountain, and sod^ 
Lives the Indian who roams through the wilds of 
, Pequod. 
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III. 
His food that of Nature, — dry leaves are his bed, — 
And the wild, shady vine as his curtain is spread; 
Unknown the retreat, and the valleys untrod. 
Of the Indian who roams through the wilds of Pequod. 

IV. 
Bat talk of oppression, and where is the hand 
More ready to battle, with bow or with brand ? 
And little is dreaded proud Tyranny's nod 
By the Indian who roams through the wilds of Pequod. 

V. 
And if, pressed by numbers, he falls in the strife, 
Unvanquished in death, as unshackled in life, 
With a smile for his foe^ and a prayer to his God, 
Dies the Indian who roams through the wilds of 
Pequod. 



( 



ALTERATIONS BY THE AUTHOR AFTER PRrNTIKG. 



Tage 48, line 4. 

Celestial Loves 
Breathe sweetest numbers from another's lyre - 

Tage 67> line 4. 
Th' empoisoned cup of envy crown. 

Fage 76, /tnes 3 and 3. 
The spindles' shade is seen to move. 
As in their sockets quick they bound, 
With splendid iron fenced around. 



ERRATUM. 

Page 41, line. 15, for fame, read famine. 



NOTES. 



Page 4, line 15. 
I ask not plaintive measures now. 
In allusion to an elegy on the late much4amented Prin- 
cess Charlotte. 

Page 11, line 11. 
And from his head removed the crown, 
' This is no fiction of poetry, but a well-known fact. 

Page 17, line 18. 
Wide spread the splendid feast. 
Such as when erst our Second Bdchard reigned. 
The coronation of Richard the Second is* said to have 
<been one of the most splendid and expensive pageants of 
that era ; indeed his whole reign was remarkable for the 
most lavish profusion. How astonished would our an- 
cestors have been could they but have seen our last ! 

Page 18, line 14. 
Erin, cease awhile to weep ! 
Alluding to '* the Lament of the Emerald Isle,'^ by 
Charles Phillips. 
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Page 19, line 9. 
Carthage and Sparta lie in dust. 
Montesquieu says, in reference to England, '^ All human 
things have an end : the state we are speaking of will lose 
its liberty — will perish. Have not Home, Carthage, and 
Sparta fallen ? It will perish when the legislative power 
shall become more corrupt than the executive.'' — Esprit 
des Loix, 

Page 20, line 17. 
But Paintingf* Sculpture^^ Po«fy,' 
Their warmest patron found in thee. 

' His Majesty has patronized painting, not only by allow- 
ing all his own most valuable pictures to be exhibited 
at the British Gallery, but in eveil^ other possible manner. 
What an advant^e for our artists, had we but a Louvre ! 
libndon, I believe, is the only capital in Europe that 
boasts no public picture gallery, and what Purely is there 
to prevent it? 

* The warm encouragement he gave towards the purchase 
of the Elgin Marbles, and his admiration' of sculpture in 
general, shows that it is not one portion of the fine arts 
alone to which lie has been affording the fostering smile 
of royal patronage. 

' By his promotion of Sir Walter Scott to the Baronet- 
age, and by his conferring on Coleman an office in the 
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Royal Household ; as also by a premium for the best prize 
poem, to be given annually by the Royal Society of Lite- 
rature, an Institution under the immediate auspices of 
his Majesty. The subject this present year vias Dartmoor, 
obtained by Mrs. Hemans, 1822. 

Page 22. 
Lewisbam is a large and prettily situated village, about 
seven miles from town, on the road to Maidstone. The 
view from Vicar's Hill, just above the church, is one of 
the most picturesque, as well as strikingly interesting, of 
any near London; and the author feels well aware that he 
has not done the subject half the justice it would demand. 

Page 27, line 5. 
Greenwich shows her distant dome. 
The hospital, at least the two domes, are very distinct 
from the above-mentioned spot, together with a fine view 
of London, and, at high water, of the Thames. 

Page 29, line 11. 

There, with wild-flowers o'er his head. 

Sleeps there many a warrior dead. 

Skeletons are not unfrequently found on the upper part 

of Blackheath, together with rusted armour, &c.; but I 

am not aware that tradition has handed down to us on 

what occasion, or between what people, the conflict was. — 
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Blackheath is also noted as beihglhe place where Ricliard 
the Second met Wat Tyler. 

Pag<? S9, line 15. 
Hegal pridSf wilh haughttf treads 
lis gorgeous pomp hath there too spread, 
MauiicG the Emperor of Con&tantuiople, who in 1411 
came over to aak a!3±>]f>tance against th@ Turks, was splen- 
didly received upon ihis »pot by Heury the Foujrih ; and 
here also, m lild^ U^nry tJie Fifth is said to have met the 
Emperor Sigismundj and to have conducted him^ with much 
znognificttiGej to Loadon, 

Page 30, liae 17. 
Where yon lowly ayttage ihuwSj 
White ai Boreas' drifted inows. 
On the road from Lewisham churchy towards Forest 
Urli, about a mile or hn from the to wo, aud oo the left 
tand sidej h a neat white- washed cottage^ closely ad- 
joining which ia a strong chalybeate spring, reBenibling, 
in medicinal virtu e, that of Tunbridge. It i^ supposed 
to have belonged to a nunnery, not for distant, but of 
which, at the present ti[ne, there are no remuins^ The 
aite ia said to be now occupied by a small farm house. 

Page Sa, line 18. 
niset *' Oak of Honour Hilir 
Jual by Forest Hill| and in a £eld adjoining a small 
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woody stands an oak tree, said to be planted on the very 
spot occupied by Queen Elizabeth when, more, as it 
would seem, for the purpose of annoying the ex-fiivourite 
Essex than any other, she proposed an expedition to this 
place. — From it you command one of tlie finest possible 
views of London and its vicinity, Greenwich, (I believe,) 
and the Thames. It is also precisely opposite to, though 
at some distance from, the mansion then occupied by 
Essex, of which now there are but few remains. 

Page 36, line 19. 

Or amid the solemn gloom 

0*er DermodyU early tomb. 
The tomb of the young poet Dermody is in Lewisham 
churchyard; it is situated towards the brook, on the 
northern side. It is a plain, unomamented tomb-stone, 
and simply inscribed with his name, &c., to which have 
been added a few lines from some of his own poems: they 
are happily selected, and suitable to the purpose; they 
have however escaped my memory. 

Page 48, line 4. 
Celettial Looes 
Breathe sweetest numbers from another*s lyre* 
Alluding to the " Loves of the Angels,'' by Thomas 
Moore, Esq. 
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NOTES. 



Page 87, line 11. 

Young Health, at went, withflowerttt crowned. 

There has been lately erected at Cheltenham a new 

pump-room, called the MontpeUier Spa. It is a neat 

building, of the Ionic order, and surmounted by a statue 

of the goddess Hygeia. 

Page 103. 
** SigilU in in«ttt» impressa," &o. 
is thus rendered by Byron, in his Childe Harold : — 

*' The seal Love's dimpling finger hath impress'd 
Denotes how soft the chin iwhich bears his toach :" 

which first suggested to the Author the '' Origin of the 
Dimple." 



THE END. 
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